A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
to Jess.   He seemed to take a delight in finding
that she had neglected to sew a button on his
waistcoat.   His real joy, however, was the
knowledge that she sewed as no other woman
in Thrums could sew.   Jess had a genius for
making new garments out of old ones, and
Hendry never tired of gloating over her clever-
ness so long as she was not present.   He was
always athirst for fresh proofs of it, and these
were forthcoming every day.   Sparing were
his words of praise to herself, but in the evening
he generally had a smoke with me in the attic,
and then the thought of Jess made him chuckle *
till his pipe went out.   When he smoked he
grunted as if in pain, though this really added
to the enjoyment.

" It doesna matter," he would say to me*
** what Jess turns her hand to, she can mak
imy mortal thing. She doesna need nac
teachin'; na, juist gie her a guid look at
anything, be it dothes, or furniture, or in the
m1 Mae, it's all the same to her, Sfae*fl
another exactiy like it. Ye canna beat
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